my Mend; most men are cowards. They dislike a fact
except when It is so wrapped up in lies and sentiments
that the sharp edge of it cannot hurt them. When a
man tells the truth he is3 depend upon it> a dangerous
man.9

'You must find that point of view very fatiguing.'

'I find it entertaining, my dear Monsieur. People are
intensely interesting. You, for instance. I find you in-
teresting. You call yourself a language teacher. You are a
Hungarian with a Yugoslav passport.'

Tm sure you didn't find that out by talking to me,' I
said playfully.

"I keep my ears open. The manager told Vogel. Vogel
was curious.'

*I see. Quite simple.'

'Not at all simple. Very puzzling. I ask myself ques-
tions. Why., I ask, does a Hungarian with a Yugoslav pass-
port live in France? What is this mysterious little trip
that he makes every morning to the village?'

'You are very observant. I live in France because 1
work in France. I am afraid that there is nothing mysteri-
ous about my trips to the village either. I go to the post
office to telephone my fiancee in Paris.'

'So? The telephone service has improved. It usually
takes an hour to get through.' He shrugged. 'It is nothing.
There are more difficult questions.' He blew the ash off
his cheroot. 'Why, for example, were the locks of Mon-
sieur Vadassy's suitcase broken open in the morning and
not broken in the afternoon?*

'Very simple again. Because Monsieur Duclos has a
bad memory.'

His eyes flickered from the end of his cheroot to my
face. 'Exactly. A bad memory. He could not remember
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